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For sixteen months 1 courted her 
gentle < olleeti Lawn, 

"With e.es like wells of IVadiae 
And ohi fk like rosy oawn, 

Siwasca a Ch istmas mornings 
When ;he fieles were v. lute wi'hstrow 
The first sjeht of her sweet young taoe. 
Set. all my heanagl.w 

Her hooded cloak was drawn so close 
Eat just one glimpse I caught, ' 
As if the ek:os had ope ed. 

And showed me ed^eu T thought, j 
At d oh the newly horn clod, j 

Was nottrom mu more free. 

Than my darling its her inno^etsoe, 

Per Virgin purity, 

If followed her to earlv mass, 

,4nd o- er d up a i r.iyer. 

That God might k ep tier innocent. 

As he had maA her fdr. 

And all that day I lo tinted her, 

From morning u til night. 
Bewildered by her angel iai eij ” 

Her smiles s soft and blight 

©o It w ’S a hnnpy ehristmas tint® 

For my gra ga inachree, 

Though modest os a nun. 

Sinned s»w lv upon me 
Her freinds all kindly welcomed wo' 

* Qhed ’er I-crm«. i he way, 

And no OUetiien looked alack or sob.it 
P owerer long I’d stay, : 

i Theulwas rich in land and stock 

my home was ’ appy then, | 

A sweeter spot t-onld not be found. ■ 

In Aherlow's bright glen, 

I wa> a atch for any git', 

Wh re nasi-h- s go by welth, 

No" I’ve lost all but praise the Lord 
He left me youth and health. 

In one pear all my cattle died, 

And m> ne t crops were blighteig 
In vain 1 worked myself to oil, , 

Bad lack Upon me lighted, 

Tee landlord had no mercy. 

At first his I eart seemed stirred, 

He promised me in 1 time to pay. 

Bat alter hr ke .ns word, 

1 T could hare borne anything, * 

Though much i had to bear, 

1*1 were leit but one sweet hop® 

To save me from disjmir, 

> Mv cup of sorrow overflowed, 

W ten 1 was lately told, 

They’lf force my own ed lees towel ’ 
An old man Sor iiis gold, . 

* Oh marriage is h holy 'tie, 

Blest l>v the Lord above, 

» 4 . -- Ti . 

f But woe be to such mar nacres,; 

I. Withoafcotte spark ofelovo, V 
...Why is it in our ewa dear. iand 3 
Full ot » arm hearts and ti ut-, 

TTigp wed it r money not fur lows, 

A**o. tnr not. ons tin, 

- P Brereluit I 


